Life and Letters

need to complain that the " new facts"
produced are not more exhaustive. My com-
plaint is that after reading this book, as after
reading Meredith's novels and poems, I still
do not know Meredith, am still puzzled by
him, and am still (I admit it with all diffidence)
irritated by him. That I, an individual, feel
like this about a man held by many to be
great and good could interest no one but
myself; but I know that both my bewilder-
ment and my irritation are shared by others.

I have often asked people, very catholic in
their tastes, why they did not like Meredith :
I have never got a satisfactory explanation yet,
There are a few actions in his life at which
positive blame has been levelled. He appar-
ently treated his first wife very badly when,
in her last illness, he refused to go to see her.
He quarrelled with his father and he quarrelled
with his eldest son. His refusal to see either
wife or son on their death-beds is here half
excused by his shrinking from sickness and
death : one can only say that the facts are
not complete enough to enable one to form a
judgment either way. During his three years
of journalism he wrote, for a Conservative
paper, violent attacks upon the North, Lin-
coln, and John Bright, although his personal
opinions were the opposite of those of the
paper. He annoyed many people by his
exaggerated secretiveness about his parentage
and the place of his birth (which he would